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to be cut with a paper-knife. The Nuns had been unable to
eradicate her memories.
How strange that hardly any love stories were written about
men and women, only about boys and girls. Why was it as-
sumed that adults could not love? Why this arbitrary assump-
tion? Up to thirty love was apparently charming and admir-
able; after that it became indecent, decadent. The charm,
then, must lie in the ignorance, or innocence if you liked, of the
lovers. Blundering love was beautiful. The love of those who
had loved before was not. Carry it farther. Then the first
flight of a young bird was lovely as it fluttered, afraid, in this
new strange element, and the soaring flight of the adult be-
neath contempt.
One of the most beautiful love stories she had ever read was
about a pair of birds, of ducks. De Maupassant... she got up
to get the book. She turned the pages. There it was: cLove.5
The passage she liked came towards the end:
e "You have killed the duck," he said, "and the drake will
not fly away."
cHe certainly did not fly away: he circled over our heads
continually___Occasionally he took flight under the menace
of the gun which followed his movements, and seemed ready
to continue his flight alone, but as he could not make up his
mind to do this, he returned to find his mate... he fell... it
was as if someone had cut the string which held the bird
suspended-----'
Olga closed the book. That was love. Something no one
was able to explain. A glandular basis? What nonsense! That
was sex, was pleasure... delightful while it lasted, but without
significance. But love... was something else. That 'what
else3 might be the thing that drove you on. Perhaps one had to
go on nil one found it... perhaps the more one went on, the
less likely one was to find it. What was love? What was love
at first sight? Shakespeare had said: cWho ever lovM that
lovM not at first sight?3